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amiEi. 

Now it's time for another Writers' Workshop, and Stephen Muir me 
has just joined me in the studio to discuss your creative 
writing — good morning, Stephen — 




S TEPHEN*, 

Well. I would say not, and that includes Walt Disney. Anyway, in 
complete contrast, the next example is a story by Eddie Hunter, 
cf Cranhi 11, Glasgow, called Too Long in Shoots, It's set in the 
ifcid-195C"s. and the central character, a teenage boy, is pining 
for his fmst pair of long trousers — again if you'd read it. 
Jimmie, this extract comes from a little way into the story,,. 


JIMMIE' 

(.READS) , , How I envied those self-possessed guys in second 
year, draped *~in ice-blue . jackets, dark drainpipe 
trousers and suede shoes. Shoes which you didn't 
polish. O h no , you stroked them back to a state Of 
heightened perfection, h Oh God 1 And here was } I 
struggling around in grotesque shorts, In m^ mind, I was 
the occupant of two discarded Slbs bags of potatoes. 

You could/+>4t talk sharp in terms of short pants. While 
fashion - "* might dictate creases, French seams, 

1 drainpipes, flares or turn-ups, shorts were/shorts, The 

bottom line was whether the arse was in or out of them, 

Long trousers became my single hope of salvation, An f . 
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trouble. , h d experience in the local 

I had a particularly Saturday night 
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door. A sculpted wooden panel above them bore the lugj 

"Uolf Patrol " . • c . . 

I spied an oplulent-look ing lassie. She had a 

.tunning red dress on with a full skirt which -ore than 
compensated for the eyepatch on her glasses and her 
yellow teeth. It was she who deigned to accommodate me 
for the veleta, 

From the outset our progress round the dance floor 
w=s retarded by my nervous attempts to avoid the 
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i . - y, i or. £ As s*" ; c s t sp‘P‘ei inside, my . ecs 

instinctively splayed, a.rtd my eyebrows shot upward. 
Soon she was giving me suspicious glances with her good 
eye. Our partnership disintegrated, I feel, when her 
pylon-clad knee ploughed its way down my right inner 
leg ; I sc reamed involuntari ly. From that moment, I was a 
marked man. Any hint of my heading towards the female 
portion of the hall thereafter saw them scattering like 
sheep from a rabid collie. It wasn't long before a 
hefty steward in a kilt approached mey looking like Rob 
Roy after his wife had burned the mince. He accused me 
of "not behaving myself". My somewhat histrionic 
attempts at explaining myself only served to confirm 
his prior conclusion that I was an apprentice pervert, 
and before I knew it I was bundled enthusiastically out 
through the door. Th e sham e ? A victim of the bum's 
.rush — age fourteen! 

I wept, I pled. I swore I would no longer dog Sunday 
Sc hoo 1 . My mo the r relented, 

The great day dawned, Transition was imminent. . . 


SJ£f:d£NL- 

Well, I enjoyed that immensely, as I'm sure you did, Jimmie, and 
it in fact illustrates over-writing put to productive use, as a 
comic resource, If you analyse what's going on in Eddie Hunter's 
prose, he's taking very manor incidents, and blowing them up into 
large-scale personal tragedies, and he's also, at the level of 
vocabulary, using a higher register than is appropriate, strictly 
speaking— "exquisite agony", "histrionic attempts", "tears of 
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empathy", etc,, which are quickly cut down to size in the next 
^breath,, with phrases like '’bum's rush", and so on, 

, ? 

Vt/s, I suppose there's a limit to how far you can go with that, 
ii, but it certainly works well iii something like this fairly short 
article— it’s more like a comic filler in a newspaper or 
magazine, isn't it, than a short story— and I'vc^ec§a lot less 
funny pieces in print, I'm sure, — 


STEPHEN* 

Yes, indeed, and it's good to have an example, I think, that 
illustrates how difficult it is to create a set of ironclad rules 
auout what constitutes good or bad writing. Put baldly, as I've 
said, this is overblown, but it's done with considerable style 
and imagination, so it works. In passing, if Eddie Hunter is 
listening, a wee bit of practical advice; he's actually typed 
this story throughout in upper case, capital letters, and that is 
a very bad idea, For a start, it puts editors right off — it 
certainly has a bad effect on me— since it looks as if the 
writer can't handle the punctuation and other subtleties of the 
language, apart from not being able to type properly. The choice 
of when and when not to use capital letters is quite important to 
r-V-T and I would strongly urge Eddie Hunter to straighten 
*.l that out, before firing examples of his work off to magazines 


iiiriL. 

sr-u^-'T. V ^ re Ti in ' 3 ' iVs alsc ' ' : ‘ C ' V10U3 that you think he 
should be trying to get his stuff published, 


Ws, I do- sussing out the right outlet might be difficult but 
his writing is funny, and there's always somebody looking for 
1 1 lei s like that. Maybe he should have check out that wee book 
w= were reviewing a few weeks ago- How to Make Money From 

by f SS r ***“P 1 * this is a short story 

course L ' llphant - » f Coatbridge, a regular contributor, of 


JIMMIE' 

i't^s S al way'^woi^th^^a c^ose^o^^ S ^^ n ^ K ^°^'^* easW ^ OS * e,,l *^* r ’ Wea ™ d 


STEPHEN? 

J Q ne ’ al edltor » an '^ so on, and it looks weird on th® 
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